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i some of the verses, especially in the last, will divert ou.
Spento e il Pope: de' poeti Britanni
Uno de' lumi die sorge in mille anni:
Pur si vuol die la maccliia d'Ingrato JWabbia reso il fulgor men sereno:
Stato fora e piu giusto e piu grato, Men lodando e Uasmmdo ancor meno.
M.a chi e reo per nativo prurito ?
Lode o biasmo, gwi tutto e partita.
N~asce, scorre, si legge, si sente;
Dopo mi dl, tutto e per niente. .dieu!
155.   To THE HON. HENKY SEYMOUR CONWAY.
[Y DEAREST HAEKY,                 Arlington Street, July 20, 1744.
I JFEEL that I have so much to say to you, that I foresee lere will be but little method in my letter; but if, upon le whole, you see my meaning, and the depth of my friend-lip for you, I am content.
It was most agreeable to me to receive a letter of confi-ance from you, at the time I expected a very different one om you; though, by the date of your last, I perceive you [id not then received some letters, which, though I did not >e, I must call simple, as they could only tend to make DU uneasy for some months. I should not have thought c communicating a quarrel to you at this distance, and don't conceive the sort of friendship of those that thought
necessary.    When I heard it had been wrote to you,
thought it right to myself to give you my account of it, ut, by your brother's desire, suppressed my letter, and left ; to be explained by him, who wrote to you so sensibly on ;, that I shall say no more but that I think myself so ill-sed that it will prevent my giving you thoroughly the dvice you ask of me; for how can I be sure that my
D 2pitaph by Rolli9; which for the profound fall
